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Author's Notes: 


Nikki snapped his fingers in front of his drummer's face, frustrated. 


Its your turn dude, concentrate!" he muttered, through the cigarette balanced carefully between his sensual 


lips. 
Tommy sighed and looked at his cards. He was tired and needed some shuteye, but tonight was poker night and 
that was that. He fingered the cards in his hand for a moment, thinking carefully. Nikki was becoming 


extremely impatient and, in his hurry to play his hand, Tommy made a rash move. 


"Dammit Nikki! Your lack of an attention span cost me $200!" he yelled, though not really caring, once 
everyone had left. 


| was bored baby, I'm sorry!" Nikki whined, genuinely sorry for a change. 


Tommy sighed and looked down at his feet, which he scuffed across the ground forlornly. 


Nikki watched as he left the room and sighed. He could be such a pussy over the slightest little thing 
sometimes. It could be endearing, especially when coupled with the big, brown, dampened, puppy dog eyes; but 


more often than not, it was just irritating. 


Nikki took a deep breath, rolled his eyes, and went after him. He didn't have to go far; he found his friend 


sitting along in the dark living room, head in his hands, sulking. 
He didn’t look up as Nikki sat down gently beside him, and turned away from him. 


"T-Bone" Nikki began, "I'm sorry..come on dude..don't be pissy with me..please?" he said, almost begging. He 
hated his boy being mad at him. When he received no response from the sulking man, he let out another sigh 
and was prepared to leave, when he heard something from his friend. Not a sigh, a grunt, or a growl - but a 


sob. 
From his half standing position, Nikki leaned back into the couch and put an arm around Tommy's shoulders. 


Tommy sniffed, let out another feeble sob, and turned to find his lover's arms. Nikki held him close and buried 
his head in the crook of his neck. "I'm sorry Nikki | really am," Tommy sobbed, "l'm sorry I'm such a fuck up!" 


Nikki screwed his eyes tightly shut and squeezed. "You are not a fuck up Tommy, not at all baby, why would 
you think that?" he asked. 


Tommy sniffled into his hair for a few moments, enjoying the warmth and the closeness, then cleared his 
throat and prepared to speak. "I try not to do this. | know it's not fair on you, so | try not to be such a brat. 
But." 


Nikki cut him off before he could say any more. "Listen to me Tommy," he said firmly, holding him by the 
shoulders at arm length. "I don't care if you're a brat, | don't care if you cry and scream and moan and whine 
and throw a fucking hissy-fit temper-tantrum, because | fucking love you ok?" He looked into those tear-filled 
eyes with such force that Tommy forced them back and, with one final, soggy sniff, cleared his head and 


forced his lips into a weak smile. 
"That's better!" Nikki smiled, wiping the final tear from Tommy's cheek and holding his face in his hands. 


"No more tears now," he whispered, holding his face close to Tommy's, "No more tears," before leaning into a 
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soft, sensual kiss. 


Tommy felt his lover's lips meet his own and a shiver chorused through his entire body. He leaned into the 
kiss and ran his tongue along Nikki's bottom lip, begging for entry. Nikki obliged, and his soft lips were barely 
parted before Tommy roughly forced his eager tongue past them and began to explore the familiar territory 
of his bassist's mouth. 


Nikki groaned into the kiss and pulled himself closer, but Tommy backed away. 


"Want to go upstairs sweetie?" he whispered, kissing Nikki's cheek softly, and making his way towards his ear, 


which he nibbled delicately. Nikki giggled and turned to face him, responding with a sigh of "Lead the way baby." 


As they entered the plush interior of the bedroom, the sun was just beginning to rise, flooding the room with 
delicate strands of golden light. Nikki stood a while, gazing out of the window in awe of this beautiful sight, 


while Tommy pulled his shirt from his lean, muscular chest and came up behind him. 


Wrapping his arms around his shoulders and gazing out at the view with his took his breath away. He was so 
lucky. Nikki pushed his ass into Tommy's crotch, and smiled as he felt a hard cock grinding into his cheeks. 


Turning to face him, Nikki slipped his tongue into that beautiful mouth, and sank into Tommy's arms. God that 
man could kiss. Tommy, however, was hoping for something a little heavier, and unfastened his belt in the hope 


that Nikki would take the hint. He did 


Unbuttoning his own shirt, Nikki never removed his lips from Tommy's for a second. He pressed himself against 
him and cupped his ass so he could pull him closer; their dicks grinding together separated only by two layers 


of clumsy denim. Two layers too many. 


In one swift, powerful movement, Tommy picked up his lover, pulled his legs around him, and carried him over 
to their bed. Once he had him on his back, that beautiful smiling face looking up at him expectantly, Tommy 
knew he was completely in control. Just the way he liked it. 


Nikki let out a breathless moan as he allowed Tommy to remove his pants, and gasped as the cool morning air 
hit his hard, throbbing dick. Nikki looked up at Tommy, red faced, open mouthed, desperate to feel him inside. 


Tommy planted a kiss on the bassist's forehead, and stood up to remove his own jeans. 


He clambered on to the bed, forcing Nikki's legs open and stroking his thighs teasingly as he moved in between 
them. Nikki couldn't speak; he was simply in ecstasy as Tommy planted a trail of kisses leading from his neck to 
his crotch. Upon arriving there, Tommy stroked Nikki's penis gently, in a teasing way, eliciting several 


frustrated moans from him, before taking him in his mouth and gently working his tongue around the head. 


As he worked himself into a steady rhythm, Tommy moved his head upwards slightly, just enough to force 
Nikki's hips off the bed as his dick followed its master. He was then able to slip a long rough finger gently 
inside his entrance. Nikki gasped, leaning his head back onto the bed. He screamed with surprise as Tommy 
quickly slipped another finger inside and began a steady rhythm to match the one his tongue was producing on 


his cock. Nikki was close, but now was not the time. 


Tommy removed himself from the older man's crotch and looked up, breathlessly to face him. "Want some 


more, hot stuff?" he teased, expecting only one answer. He got it. 


"Oh God yes Tommy!" Nikki screamed. 


‘I've been wanting you for so long now, it's been so long!" 


Tommy pulled himself up until he was directly above his friend, smiling almost evilly down at him as he 
positioned himself at his entrance. Nikki grabbed onto his shoulders and Tommy grabbed his hips to steady 
himself. He leant forward to plant a kiss on Nikki's soft, wet lips, and as he did so, slowly slipped into him. 


Nikki called out, but his cries were muffled by Tommy's mouth; it's contents filling his own, just as Tommy's 
hard, pulsing cock filled him. Tommy slowly built up his speed and force as his thrusts became deeper. He could 
feel Nikki tightening around him, and knew they both were close. He tried to hang on for as along as possible, 
but Nikki was just too hot for him. 


As he reached for Nikki's cock to help him along, Tommy thrust his final thrust and his orgasm rippled 
through him, his body stiffening. As his cum forced itself further into his lover, Nikki buckled and screamed, 


digging his fingernails into Tommy's shoulders and came right into his face. 


Tommy gasped as he freed his now limp cock from the iron grip of Nikki's hole and smiled an almost 


disbelieving grin down at his man. 


"Now THAT got your attention, didn't it T-Bone?" Nikki grinned, ever so pleased with himself. 


